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After yet another breakup and on the cusp of her 40th birthday, Shannon Laughlin is ready for
something new—a new outlook, a new adventure… a new love. While scrolling online, a chance
post by an old friend offers to give Shannon the change she’s been seeking.That friend is free-
spirited Alina. Alina is a seasonal worker at a winery up north and has orchestrated a life for
herself that revolves around following her bliss. Shannon can’t help but remember the time in
college when the two women hooked up, and this second chance Alina is offering is just too
good to pass up.As she stumbles into her 40s, Shannon is ready for whatever comes next. Will
this opportunity with Alina allow Shannon to find some bliss of her own?
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mailing list right now!OneThis is not how I thought my life would go when I was younger. Never
did I dream that I would approach my 40th birthday as a single woman. Not that there should be
anything wrong with that, of course, but I really thought I’d be married by now. Perhaps even
have a child. A nice house, maybe a quaint split level in some sleepy suburb, working through a
career in marketing, a loving woman at my side, passion still roaring in our relationship as a little
son or daughter ran through the house barefoot with peanut butter and jelly smeared all over
their face.Absolutely none of that happened for me. Although I had been in plenty of long-term
relationships over the past two decades, none of them seemed to pan out. And the most recent
one, the one I thought was going to make it, the one with my beautiful now-ex Deirdre, could be
added to the fizzled out, “well, that didn’t work” list of failures. Deirdre was about 5 years younger
than me, a serious professional mortgage banker with a lacking sense of humor but possessing
a tight body from her gym obsession, a type-A if ever there was one. She brought it to my
attention that I just wasn’t doing it for her. Sure, things were all right in the bedroom, if not
becoming a bit infrequent. But she didn’t think I was serious enough about my career, about
building some joint life, and she needed to find someone more like herself.I can see that. I wasn’t
like her at all. I was much more laid back, especially with my career. I had transitioned from



working marketing at a dying newspaper, to doing social media marketing for a small Detroit
firm, to breaking off on my own to start a boutique social media marketing agency, all the while
not really caring about the money or the stability. I mean, anyone who’s going to break off and
start their own business, take risks, well, sometimes they have to look those scary bills in the
face and say, “you can wait another two weeks.”Not for Deirdre. She had enough of that
mentality. I tried to protest. I’m not a flake. I’m not irresponsible. I was just trying to be an
entrepreneur. I was trying to carve my own way. But Deirdre was cut from a different cloth. She
was comfortable in the corporate atmosphere, feeling safe and stable at her fancy desk in a nice
modern office. And there’s no way she would have gone for that quaint split level. Deirdre wanted
a mansion in Bloomfield Hills.Suffice it say I found myself single again, out on my own,
wondering where the hell I was going to go next. The condo we had been living in belonged to
Deirdre, of course, so I had to find a new place to live. My agency wasn’t doing too hot either. I
mean, I had a handful of clients but they weren’t big spenders. They were all small business
themselves. Like this handmade soap company trying to figure out how to leverage Facebook to
get their name out. Handmade soap may sell, but it doesn’t earn you a lot of money. And these
types of clients earned me even less.I’ve got to tell you, I was floundering. Almost 40, my
business feeling as though it were sinking, dumped by my girlfriend and out on my ass. I kept it
together, I didn’t cry too much, but I knew that I needed a change. I needed to get out of
southeast Michigan, get out of the Detroit area and just get a different perspective on things. I
needed an adventure.One night while cruising Facebook, trying to do my job of placing ads for
the aforementioned soap company, I found myself instead photo-gazing on the seemingly
fabulous lives of some of my more adventurous “friends.” I use that term loosely, of course,
because these are really just old acquaintances who played some role in our past lives. You
know the people. Like that woman who always seems to be traveling, taking selfies and looking
wonderful at all the various “must see” tourist attractions around the globe. As I sorted through all
these pictures dominating my feed, I landed on one picture in particular that caught me
unaware.It was a picture of my old friend Alina Quint. We had gone to college together and
remained friends for a few years after. However, sometimes life gets in the way and we drifted
apart. She was always more free-spirited than me. Alina did a lot of stuff I had never been willing
to do. She moved to Hawaii for a couple years to follow her dream of learning to surf. She
backpacked through Ecuador. She lived in Thailand on the cheap while getting certified as a
yoga instructor. And she was absolutely gorgeous. I mean, of course she was. Aren’t they
always?As I sipped from my wine glass, I lurked on Alina’s profile and wandered through her
photo albums. She had done so much in her life and it made me feel like I had done so little. How
do you reach 40 and have nothing to show for it? Alina, at my same age, had lived the life of a
wanderlust, was in great shape, had a nice tan, perfect white teeth behind such a joyous smile. It
was like nothing ever bothered her. I knew that usually these pictures on Facebook were curated
by those they belonged to. People only want to show the best parts of their life and bury the bad.
But Alina seemed different. These pictures didn’t appear curated. It was just a photo stream of



magic and fun and happiness.I remembered how much fun I had hanging out with Alina when
we were young. She was always a pleasure, always looking to get into a little bit of trouble,
always looking for a good time. And one time, after a few too many gin and tonics (our shared
drink at the time), we ended up in bed together for a wild night. I couldn’t believe it. I was always
so infatuated with her, even though we were just friends on the surface. Alina was one of these
“free love” chicks and although we could both admit we had a blast fooling around, nothing ever
came from it. I think it was after that we slowly went our separate ways in life.But sitting there on
the couch of my friend Mary’s apartment, laptop on my thighs, wine glass in my hand, starring
down into the bright blue screen, I felt a roar of emotion build up in me as I looked upon Alina’s
beautiful face. She was so happy and bright and she had a feeling I longed to feel inside of
myself.Clicking my way back to Alina’s profile main page, I noticed that she had just submitted a
new post only a minute or two prior. I read it with wide eyes.“Does anybody want to work with
me?” it said. “The winery I work at in Traverse City has an opening in the tasting room and we
need someone for the busy season right away!”I didn’t even think about it too hard. My
subconscious must have just been aware of how much a mess my life had become and how I
longed for something different. Before I could stop myself, my fingers quickly typed a response
to Alina’s post into the computer with those familiar clacking sounds of the keyboard.“Me!” I
wrote. “I want to do that!”After I submitted my affirmation, I felt my stomach sink. Did I really just
throw my hat in the ring for a job all the way across the state, way up north, a job that probably
didn’t pay much more than minimum wage, because of some weird fiery passion in my heart for
an old friend?Yeah, I did that.“Shannon Laughlin!” was the exclamation that appeared in the text
messenger box at the corner of my screen. It was from Alina. All of this was happening so fast.
“How are you?!”“Great!” I typed. I didn’t feel so great, of course, but you know you always say
that when you reconnect with someone you haven’t talked to in years. “How are you? Having a
blast as always?”“Always,” Alina wrote. “Are you serious about wanting to work at the
winery?”This question gave me pause. I didn’t really know. I did know that I couldn’t stay on my
friend Mary’s couch much longer. She was sweet about it, of course, but she had a small place
and I was beginning to overstay my welcome. And it probably bugged her that I always stayed up
later than her working on my computer. Though, honestly, I hadn’t had much work for my
marketing clients as the summer got into full swing. It was just a lot of screwing around. I was
lonely, had time on my hands, and was eager for some change.“Yes!” I responded after a
moment to Alina, imagining what it might be like to see her again. From her pictures, she hadn’t
changed all that much. Of course she had aged in the 15 years since I last saw her, but quite
gracefully if I’m being truthful. She was still a knockout at 40. I think that’s what happens when
you free yourself from worry and just go with the flow. It shows in your face.“OMG!” she wrote,
punctuating the acronym with a mess of excited emojis. “YES! I’m so excited, Shan. I’ll talk to my
boss if you’re really serious. When can you come up here?”I felt like I was almost having an out
of body experience. The whole thing was moving a lot faster than I could accurately process. I
was moments away from agreeing to do something crazy, go some place I’d never gone before,



do something just a handful of minutes ago I never even considered. But there was something
inside of me saying, “do it… do it!”“Whenever,” I responded. “I’m open to whatever.”After that,
Alina began to furiously type into the messenger window, telling me about the winery, how
amazing Traverse City was, how fun it was to actually live at the winery on the Leelanau
Peninsula. She mentioned Sleeping Bear and the amazing dunes. And she told me how excited
she was to see my face again after all these years.It was like a crazy dream. As I was living it, I
half thought it might be a dream. Somehow the carnal desire I felt for my old friend persuaded
me to do something that was totally not my kind of thing to do. But it was like my body knew
exactly what I needed. My brain had been driving for too long and maybe it was time for my heart
to take the wheel. I didn’t know what might happen to me if I moved to Traverse City for the
summer and early fall for tourist season, but I almost didn’t care. Maybe it was my turn to throw
caution to the wind and see what things were like watching the world through a woman like
Alina’s eyes.When I woke up the next morning it still felt like some fiction. But it became very real
once I received a phone call from Alina’s boss, the owner of the winery, a woman named Mattie
Lovejoy. Yes, it became very real after that.And before I knew it, my things were packed in my
small SUV and I was driving north to Traverse City.It was late afternoon when I pulled up the
paved driveway of Wild Love Winery & Farms. The area was absolutely stunning. I drove by a
vast vineyard of grape vines on one side of the driveway, while a barn and various pens for
animals adorned the other side. And it wasn’t difficult to miss the large mansion that was the
Wild Love Winery main house and tasting room. It gave off a rustic farmhouse feeling but was
immaculately appointed. There was obviously a lot of care, and a lot of money, put into this
place. In the late afternoon sun, this place looked like heaven. I could describe it no other way.
Angels sung.The parking lot for the tasting room held a good number of cars and as I pulled into
a spot, I saw groups of people coming from the house, laughing and smiling and talking. The
people looked well-to-do. They looked happy and healthy. It was like a postcard, it was like a
movie. I stepped out of my car and a woman said “hello” to me and offered a smile. I already felt
like I was fitting in.Wandering up to the door, I noticed there was a small storefront advertising
farm-made cheese and smoked fish and I salivated. A young couple that had just left the tasting
room made their way into this cheese shop and I envied them. But I knew that I would be eating
that cheese, snacking on smoked trout, indulging myself with a glass of wine, all of it would
come soon enough. And I smiled. I felt my smile. I felt undeniably happy.The inside of the tasting
room was wooded and warm, huge exposed beams, all very rustic log cabin styled but
beautifully ornate. The far wall to my left was made of glass and displayed a large vat used for
cheesemaking. The wall to the back of the tasting room was also glass and behind that there
were hundreds of barrels of wine. Soft jazz music played, barely perceptible, and there was a
calm din of people conversing as they tasted wine at the large counter in the middle of the room
or shopped along the perimeter.And then I saw her. Standing behind the counter, serving an old
married couple their flight of wine, delicately tanned with full brown hair, colored with the
slightest hints of natural auburn and sun-kissed streaks of blonde, was Alina. My heart raced as I



saw her, feeling how unbelievable it was to be standing in the same room with her after all this
time. She was dressed in a peasant-style blouse, light and airy, and tan khaki tight short shorts.
Alina was like a hippie goddess. You could just feel it emanate from her.Before seeing her I had
felt tired from my long drive. But once the light from Alina entered my eyes, I was reenergized. I
felt alive.Alina didn’t see me as I saddled up to the counter and placed the $5 tasting fee atop
the glazed wood. I hung there and waited, smiling, pushing a hand through my hair to fluff it up a
bit. I wanted to look as glamorous as she did. I wanted to convey that I was open and free and
easy and that we were going to have a lot of fun together. I mean, I didn’t know what I was doing.
But you’ve got to fake it until you make it sometimes, right? You just need to roll with it and let
providence be your guide.I saw Alina’s eyes light up once she saw me. Rushing over, she
ascended up some hidden step behind the counter and leaned over, wrapping her arms around
my neck and hugging me tight, almost burying me in her embrace. I admit that I was unable to
help myself from looking down the front of her blouse, which billowed open as she leaned,
offering me a view of her ampleness, covered only by a thin lacy purple bra, her chest lightly
freckled from the sun. An excited tingling moved through me.“Shan!” beamed Alina as she pulled
back from our hug and grinned wildly at me. “You made it.”“I’m here,” I said, offering a half-
embarrassed shrug.“I can’t believe this is actually happening,” said Alina. “It’s been 15 years.”
Alina had an easiness to her voice, something laid back and almost slurring, like she moved at
her own pace and that pace was deliberate and gradual.“Way too long,” I said. I reached out and
lightly took a strand of her hair, giving it a little flip. “Wow, Alina, you’re such a beautiful
sight.”“Thank you,” she said, her eyes fiery, almost dripping sex. “You look amazing, Shan, you’ve
always been so pretty.”“Oh stop,” I said, looking off. “C’mon.”“Let me get you a glass of wine,” said
Alina, pulling a clean glass from under the counter and taking up an already opened bottle. “And
take this back,” she said, pushing my $5 back at me.“Are you sure?” I said.“You work here now,”
said Alina. “The wine comes with the job.”I had a feeling I was going to really love working at Wild
Love Winery.“This is our 2013 Pinot Noir,” said Alina as she poured my glass much fuller than I
expected. “The grapes are grown right here. You’ll notice red berry flavors, complimented by an
elegant oak and a subtly earthy finish. It’s one of my favorites.”“Wow,” I said, picking the glass up
by the stem and looking into it. It wasn’t as thick as the red wine I was used to drinking. It was
much lighter. “This is a large pour.”“We’re celebrating,” said Alina with an impish grin. “Let me
know what you think.”I took a sip and tried to savor it, pretending like I knew what I was doing.
The truth was that while I loved to drink wine, I had a penchant for the cheap stuff and I had no
experience in “tasting” wine for whatever it was you were supposed to taste.“It’s good,” I said. “I
like it. I don’t drink the good stuff very often.”“Oh, it’s not very expensive,” said Alina, putting the
stopper back into the wine bottle. “It’s under $20.”“Really?” I said. “That’s not bad. The wine is
good!”“I’m glad you like it,” said Alina coolly, her full lips curling over and exposing her bright
teeth.The wine was good but it was made all the better by the presence of Alina. I could feel her
inside of me. It made me so excited. I was impatient to connect with her, to catch up and see
what happened during our 15 years apart, and to just gaze on her lovely face. She had the



faintest of laugh lines at the corners of her eyes and lips, but her skin was still quite youthful, skin
that colored nicely thanks to her Mexican heritage, a heritage you wouldn’t assume at first as her
other half was Irish. You might find her pale in the winter and deeply tan in the summer. That’s
what I remember, anyway.“You keep drinking that,” said Alina. “I’ve got to go help those people
over there.” She nodded to one side with her head, but her eyes stayed locked with mine.“No
problem,” I said. “Is Mattie around? Will I get to meet her soon?”“She’ll be around tomorrow,” said
Alina. “I’ll show you your room at the house tonight and you’ll meet with her in the morning to get
the run down.” Alina paused in her thought, crooked her head to one side and smiled at me. “Oh
Shan,” she continued. “It’s so amazing to see you after all these years. I hate that we lost
touch.”“We’re in touch now,” I said, mimicking her smile and then taking another sip.“We’re in
touch now,” Alina repeated wistfully.“Do your thing,” I said, grinning demurely and looking off. “I
think those people are getting impatient.”“Right!” she said with a small chuckle. “Don’t go
anywhere. We’re closing shortly.” Alina offered me one more smile before she scurried off to the
other side of the tasting counter to help some customers.I leaned on the counter, sipping my
wine, and watched Alina as she worked. It was so romantic, being at a fancy winery in
Michigan’s grape appellation. I couldn’t stop my flustering and heady thoughts of Alina’s beauty
and sheer sexiness as I witnessed her in her element. Admit it, you would lust after the pretty
woman behind the counter at the wine tasting room. That’s what they want you to do. It gets you
to drink a little more wine, lower your inhibitions, and probably spend more money. And I would
be that very woman soon enough. That gave me a tickle. I felt like I was reinventing myself.As
Alina leaned forward to help the customers make a decision, her finger pointing on the menu
and explaining a little something about each wine, I noticed her blouse pull up just a bit at the
back and reveal her gentle flesh, a sculpted dimple on either side of the small of her back just
above her rear. She was tanned down there, too, and I could see the slightest hint of light peach
fuzz. I took a big gulp of wine and steadied myself.I couldn’t believe how wild I was feeling in that
moment. It was a wonderful anticipation, an excited foreboding, that I hadn’t felt in some time.
My old life was beginning to melt away and I was really starting to give myself into my summer in
Traverse City with Alina and this amiable glass of wine.Later on that night after the tasting room
had closed and Alina had shown me to my room, the two of us sat across from one another in a
cozy lounge in the main house. We each sat on a small couch with a low coffee table between
us, an open bottle of red atop the table, wine glasses in our hands. The room was dark, red, and
robust, much like the wine, and I felt immensely comforted sitting there. It made me feel like my
old life was already gone, all the negatively gone with it, and I was living in some new free-for-all,
some sort of liberated paradise where time didn’t really matter all that much and the wine, of
course, flowed freely.My room was cozy, which is a nice way of saying it was small, but I hadn’t
brought too much stuff with me anyway. Most of my possessions were in boxes in a storage unit
back in Metro Detroit. I had really only brought two large duffel bags full of clothes, a bag of
shoes, my laptop, some light beauty accoutrements. I felt emancipated having so little. It was like
starting fresh. I had even jettisoned my marketing clients, telling them I was taking a summer job



and should return some time in the fall. Nobody minded as their businesses had all hit the
summer retail slump anyway.Alina sat cross-legged on the couch, wearing lightweight cotton
short shorts that really rode high up her thighs as well as a tank top. She was braless underneath
and it was quite apparent, her nice perky chest jutting out in its fullness. The thin fabric of her
tank left little to the imagination when it came to Alina’s nipples. This woman oozed sex, whether
she was aware of it or not, and I think it was just her natural state. She was firm and shapely and
wonderfully built. I don’t know if it was just my mind playing tricks on me, but I swore that I could
see up the leg hole of her shorts and make out an image of her soft brown fur underneath.“Are
we going to fuck?” I thought I heard Alina say. I suddenly broke from my lusty reverie and looked
up to her smiling face, her hands cradling her glass, wine sloshing around.“What?” I said with
surprise, very much confused.“Are we going to have fun?” she said, eyes glowing, not annoyed
at all at having to repeat her words. I obviously preferred what I heard the first time, but the
second was good as well.“Of course,” I said, returning her smile. “I still can’t believe that I’m
doing this. It’s so impetuous.”“It is!” affirmed Alina, grinning wildly. “I was so surprised when you
responded to my post. It was so not you.” She laughed.“I suppose you’re right,” I said. “I don’t
know what’s up with me. I just felt it, you know?”“I know.”“I just felt like something was calling out
to me, like the universe was trying to tell me something,” I said. I took a slow, thoughtful sip of
wine and ruminated. I was already feeling comfortable with Alina, just like we had been all those
years back, and I wasn’t shy about opening up to her. “I just recently got out of a
relationship.”“Oh Shan,” said Alina, her eyes going empathetic. “I’m sorry to hear that.”“It’s okay,” I
mused. “She didn’t think I was serious enough,” I went on. “You know, about life, about career,
that sort of thing. She was a real career woman, climbing the corporate latter.”“Ugh,” said Alina,
shaking her head. “It was good you got out of that. If someone can’t accept you for walking your
own path, they’re just not a person you want to be involved in.”“Yeah?” I said. “Well, it still hurt at
the time.”“I understand,” cooed Alina.“It’s tough thinking you’re about to hit 40 and life isn’t quite
working out the way you thought it would,” I said, immediately regretting saying it. “I’m sorry. I
don’t mean to whine.”“No, it’s fine,” said Alina with a warm little drunken smile on her lips. “I’m
glad we can talk like this. And seriously, don’t worry about what your life looks like on the outside.
You’ll find your path. Your path brought you here to the winery and this place is great. Your ex can
slave away in her corporate office while we chill out in Traverse City, sip wine, and lay out on the
beach.”“When you put it that way…” I said, trying to stifle a grin.“Right?”“What about you?” I
asked. “From the looks of Facebook, your life seems pretty magical.”“It is,” she said, ending in a
laugh. “I’ve spent the last 3 summers working here at Wild Love and my winters in San Diego
surfing.”“You still surf?” I asked incredulously. “You’re 40 years old, Alina.”“So?” she said,
shrugging, her wine glass to her lips. After a swallow and a small sigh, she went on. “It helps me
keep in shape and I just love it so much.”“How do you do it?” I asked.“Surf?” she said. “Well, it’s a
little strange at first but I could teach you.”“No,” I countered. “How do you live this wild life of
doing whatever you please. It seems so… impossible.” This gave Alina a laugh. As she pondered
my question, she rocked back and forth where she sat, reaching down between her legs



absently to pick out her wedgie. I swore I could see up her shorts that time.“Well, I guess it’s not
that hard,” she said. “You just have to give up certain comforts. I don’t really own much, really just
what can fit in my car, and I don’t have roots anywhere. I find jobs like this one,” said Alina,
looking around the gorgeous sitting room. “Jobs that also give me lodging. That’s what I do in
San Diego. I work for a hotel. I really do love it,” she said wistfully. “But it can get lonely, especially
as I get older and most everybody I know is settled down into something more proper.”“Huh,” I
said. “That makes sense. I guess I never thought about it like that. So it’s not all wine and surfing
after all.”“No, it’s that,” she said with a giggle. “But it’s a trade off. I’m happy to make that trade for
now. If things change, things change. But I’m happy.” She hoisted her glass up in the air and I
followed her lead, the two of us cheers-ing without clinking glasses.“I guess that’s all that
matters,” I said, now sipping again, coming up on empty in my glass. I replaced my glass on the
table and as though it were second nature, Alina began filling me back up.“It is,” she mused
absently as she refilled her glass as well.“You know, I’m sitting over here questioning your life like
you’re just some hippie-dippy wanderlust,” I posited. “But I’m the one that’s lost. I mean, I thought
I had it together but I really don’t.”“Why do you say that?” asked Alina.“My girlfriend dumped me
because I wasn’t a serious enough adult for her,” I admitted. “I didn’t have a real job, as defined
by her, I wasn’t really interested in taking on a huge mortgage for a huge house. I don’t know.
And it would only solidify her decision if she found out I’d dropped everything in my life to drive
up to Traverse City on a whim and work at a winery with an old college friend.”I caught Alina just
looking at me with her buzzed eyes, a comfortable smile on her face, her body relaxed as she
sat cross-legged, her unsupported breasts hanging solidly behind her tank top. Alina’s brown
hair drifted over her shoulders haphazardly, looking almost messily windblown but perfectly so,
like it had been constructed as such by a team of stylists. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine making
me warm inside or if it was her.“Forget her,” said Alina matter-of-factly. “That part of your life is
over. This is a new page for you. And I think you’re going to love it up here in Traverse. We’re
gonna go to the beach, hike the dunes, go see the lighthouses, all of it. We’re going to work hard
here at the winery, but we’re going to play hard too.”I remembered what it was like being with
Alina. Her attitude was infectious. Sure, she could be a little bit spacey at times but being with
her always felt freeing. I remembered one time, back in college, when Alina and I took an
impromptu road trip to Chicago to see her art teacher’s gallery opening. She told me about it the
day of, a Sunday morning, and we drove there and back in the same day because we didn’t
have the money for a hotel. I never would have done something like that if it weren’t for Alina.
She had a tendency to pack a lot into a day, so much sometimes that it was impossible to do it
all, but she always tried anyway. She made you want to have more fun because she made it look
so easy.“I’m looking forward to it,” I said happily, finally easing into the comfort that Alina exuded.
There was no going back now. I was now living in Traverse City, preparing myself for the wild
times I knew would ensue with Alina by my side.Once we’d finished the bottle of wine, we jointly
decided it was time to turn in. I knew I had a big day ahead of me. I was to meet Mattie Lovejoy
and get the lay of the land. I was so excited about this new venture, I was almost worried I



wouldn’t be able to sleep. But I knew that the wine would help with that.Alina walked me to my
room, which was just down the hallway from her own room. There were other people living on a
hall, Alina had told me, transient workers just like her who survived off of seasonal jobs across
the country. I wondered if I could live that life, if bouncing around without roots could be
something I might thrive on. But at that point, I really had no idea what was even in store for me
at the winery, so I’d have to leave that pondering for another night.“Mmm,” hummed Alina as she
sensually slipped her arms around my waist, me tossing my arms over her shoulders, the two of
us coming in for a loving embrace. I felt Alina’s lower half wiggle softly and when I looked down
over her shoulder I saw her bum shifting side to side. “Goodnight, love,” she said. I could tell that
Alina was happily wine drunk, a state I was sure I’d see her in quite often.“Goodnight Alina,” I
whispered softly, feeling a subtle ache in my middle. I didn’t want the night to end. I wanted to
continue hugging her into the bedroom.“I’m really happy we’re back together,” said Alina as she
stepped back from me, her hands still tenderly resting on my hips. “This is going to be a great
summer.”Her green eyes hosted a wonderful flame as we looked at one another. I felt compelled
to kiss her, a stinging inside of me urging to leap forward, but I held back. This woman
percolated with turbulent lust, like she just couldn’t turn off the spigot, but I had to play it cool just
in case, you know, her wanton expressions belied her actual intensions. It was hard to deny
myself that and it made me feel like I was in college again, uncertain, unable to read other
women, still experimenting with who I was.“Me too,” I intoned softly, my eyes going back and
forth from her eyes to her lips.“Goodnight,” she whispered, leaning in and placing a soft kiss on
my cheek. I was stunned. I stood there dumbfounded, inebriated, riled up with desire. Before I
knew it, though, we had parted ways and I was alone in my new bedroom, the light low, getting
undressed, crawling into bed, feeling so sexually stifled but so excited by possibility that I just
couldn’t keep it inside.With the lights out, buried under the sheets of my bed, I massaged myself
over thoughts of Alina until I came hard, legs kicking, thighs clenched, eyes tight, whimpering
little sighs as the electricity moved through me. What a way to end my first night of this
unbelievable new experience. I went to sleep with a grin.I followed alongside Mattie as she lead
me out to the vineyard I had seen when I drove up to the winery the night before. Mattie was an
older woman, probably somewhere in her mid-60s, and she had an air of wealth about her. Her
hair was grey and shoulder length, straightened and thick, black modern wire frames over her
eyes, dressed “casually” like a farmer might dress in jeans, knee-high riding boots, and a plaid
button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. But her outfit looked like it ran her north of a
thousand dollars to put it together. Either the wine business had been kind to her or she already
had it made before she started this whole thing.“I don’t know if you’re aware, dear,” said Mattie
as we walked. “But Traverse City is on the 45th parallel, the very same position on the Earth as
some of the more famous wine regions in France and Italy. Our vines are young, comparatively,
but we do make very fine wine. Pay no attention to the snobs,” she said, wagging a finger. “I
apologize that we don’t have vines dating back thousands of years,” said Mattie
sarcastically.“What kind of grapes are these?” I asked timidly as I looked off into the vast



vineyard field.“These are riesling,” Mattie said sternly.“Oh, I like riesling,” I agreed.“Riesling is the
most popular grape in the region,” said Mattie. She was educating me, obviously, as she gave
me the tour. “I think you’ll find, as you visit the other wineries in the area, that we produce the
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thought my life would go when I was younger. Never did I dream that I would approach my 40th
birthday as a single woman. Not that there should be anything wrong with that, of course, but I
really thought I’d be married by now. Perhaps even have a child. A nice house, maybe a quaint
split level in some sleepy suburb, working through a career in marketing, a loving woman at my
side, passion still roaring in our relationship as a little son or daughter ran through the house
barefoot with peanut butter and jelly smeared all over their face.Absolutely none of that
happened for me. Although I had been in plenty of long-term relationships over the past two
decades, none of them seemed to pan out. And the most recent one, the one I thought was
going to make it, the one with my beautiful now-ex Deirdre, could be added to the fizzled out,
“well, that didn’t work” list of failures. Deirdre was about 5 years younger than me, a serious
professional mortgage banker with a lacking sense of humor but possessing a tight body from
her gym obsession, a type-A if ever there was one. She brought it to my attention that I just
wasn’t doing it for her. Sure, things were all right in the bedroom, if not becoming a bit infrequent.
But she didn’t think I was serious enough about my career, about building some joint life, and
she needed to find someone more like herself.I can see that. I wasn’t like her at all. I was much
more laid back, especially with my career. I had transitioned from working marketing at a dying
newspaper, to doing social media marketing for a small Detroit firm, to breaking off on my own to
start a boutique social media marketing agency, all the while not really caring about the money
or the stability. I mean, anyone who’s going to break off and start their own business, take risks,
well, sometimes they have to look those scary bills in the face and say, “you can wait another two
weeks.”Not for Deirdre. She had enough of that mentality. I tried to protest. I’m not a flake. I’m not
irresponsible. I was just trying to be an entrepreneur. I was trying to carve my own way. But
Deirdre was cut from a different cloth. She was comfortable in the corporate atmosphere, feeling
safe and stable at her fancy desk in a nice modern office. And there’s no way she would have
gone for that quaint split level. Deirdre wanted a mansion in Bloomfield Hills.Suffice it say I found



myself single again, out on my own, wondering where the hell I was going to go next. The condo
we had been living in belonged to Deirdre, of course, so I had to find a new place to live. My
agency wasn’t doing too hot either. I mean, I had a handful of clients but they weren’t big
spenders. They were all small business themselves. Like this handmade soap company trying to
figure out how to leverage Facebook to get their name out. Handmade soap may sell, but it
doesn’t earn you a lot of money. And these types of clients earned me even less.I’ve got to tell
you, I was floundering. Almost 40, my business feeling as though it were sinking, dumped by my
girlfriend and out on my ass. I kept it together, I didn’t cry too much, but I knew that I needed a
change. I needed to get out of southeast Michigan, get out of the Detroit area and just get a
different perspective on things. I needed an adventure.One night while cruising Facebook, trying
to do my job of placing ads for the aforementioned soap company, I found myself instead photo-
gazing on the seemingly fabulous lives of some of my more adventurous “friends.” I use that term
loosely, of course, because these are really just old acquaintances who played some role in our
past lives. You know the people. Like that woman who always seems to be traveling, taking
selfies and looking wonderful at all the various “must see” tourist attractions around the globe. As
I sorted through all these pictures dominating my feed, I landed on one picture in particular that
caught me unaware.It was a picture of my old friend Alina Quint. We had gone to college
together and remained friends for a few years after. However, sometimes life gets in the way and
we drifted apart. She was always more free-spirited than me. Alina did a lot of stuff I had never
been willing to do. She moved to Hawaii for a couple years to follow her dream of learning to surf.
She backpacked through Ecuador. She lived in Thailand on the cheap while getting certified as
a yoga instructor. And she was absolutely gorgeous. I mean, of course she was. Aren’t they
always?As I sipped from my wine glass, I lurked on Alina’s profile and wandered through her
photo albums. She had done so much in her life and it made me feel like I had done so little. How
do you reach 40 and have nothing to show for it? Alina, at my same age, had lived the life of a
wanderlust, was in great shape, had a nice tan, perfect white teeth behind such a joyous smile. It
was like nothing ever bothered her. I knew that usually these pictures on Facebook were curated
by those they belonged to. People only want to show the best parts of their life and bury the bad.
But Alina seemed different. These pictures didn’t appear curated. It was just a photo stream of
magic and fun and happiness.I remembered how much fun I had hanging out with Alina when
we were young. She was always a pleasure, always looking to get into a little bit of trouble,
always looking for a good time. And one time, after a few too many gin and tonics (our shared
drink at the time), we ended up in bed together for a wild night. I couldn’t believe it. I was always
so infatuated with her, even though we were just friends on the surface. Alina was one of these
“free love” chicks and although we could both admit we had a blast fooling around, nothing ever
came from it. I think it was after that we slowly went our separate ways in life.But sitting there on
the couch of my friend Mary’s apartment, laptop on my thighs, wine glass in my hand, starring
down into the bright blue screen, I felt a roar of emotion build up in me as I looked upon Alina’s
beautiful face. She was so happy and bright and she had a feeling I longed to feel inside of



myself.Clicking my way back to Alina’s profile main page, I noticed that she had just submitted a
new post only a minute or two prior. I read it with wide eyes.“Does anybody want to work with
me?” it said. “The winery I work at in Traverse City has an opening in the tasting room and we
need someone for the busy season right away!”I didn’t even think about it too hard. My
subconscious must have just been aware of how much a mess my life had become and how I
longed for something different. Before I could stop myself, my fingers quickly typed a response
to Alina’s post into the computer with those familiar clacking sounds of the keyboard.“Me!” I
wrote. “I want to do that!”After I submitted my affirmation, I felt my stomach sink. Did I really just
throw my hat in the ring for a job all the way across the state, way up north, a job that probably
didn’t pay much more than minimum wage, because of some weird fiery passion in my heart for
an old friend?Yeah, I did that.“Shannon Laughlin!” was the exclamation that appeared in the text
messenger box at the corner of my screen. It was from Alina. All of this was happening so fast.
“How are you?!”“Great!” I typed. I didn’t feel so great, of course, but you know you always say
that when you reconnect with someone you haven’t talked to in years. “How are you? Having a
blast as always?”“Always,” Alina wrote. “Are you serious about wanting to work at the
winery?”This question gave me pause. I didn’t really know. I did know that I couldn’t stay on my
friend Mary’s couch much longer. She was sweet about it, of course, but she had a small place
and I was beginning to overstay my welcome. And it probably bugged her that I always stayed up
later than her working on my computer. Though, honestly, I hadn’t had much work for my
marketing clients as the summer got into full swing. It was just a lot of screwing around. I was
lonely, had time on my hands, and was eager for some change.“Yes!” I responded after a
moment to Alina, imagining what it might be like to see her again. From her pictures, she hadn’t
changed all that much. Of course she had aged in the 15 years since I last saw her, but quite
gracefully if I’m being truthful. She was still a knockout at 40. I think that’s what happens when
you free yourself from worry and just go with the flow. It shows in your face.“OMG!” she wrote,
punctuating the acronym with a mess of excited emojis. “YES! I’m so excited, Shan. I’ll talk to my
boss if you’re really serious. When can you come up here?”I felt like I was almost having an out
of body experience. The whole thing was moving a lot faster than I could accurately process. I
was moments away from agreeing to do something crazy, go some place I’d never gone before,
do something just a handful of minutes ago I never even considered. But there was something
inside of me saying, “do it… do it!”“Whenever,” I responded. “I’m open to whatever.”After that,
Alina began to furiously type into the messenger window, telling me about the winery, how
amazing Traverse City was, how fun it was to actually live at the winery on the Leelanau
Peninsula. She mentioned Sleeping Bear and the amazing dunes. And she told me how excited
she was to see my face again after all these years.It was like a crazy dream. As I was living it, I
half thought it might be a dream. Somehow the carnal desire I felt for my old friend persuaded
me to do something that was totally not my kind of thing to do. But it was like my body knew
exactly what I needed. My brain had been driving for too long and maybe it was time for my heart
to take the wheel. I didn’t know what might happen to me if I moved to Traverse City for the



summer and early fall for tourist season, but I almost didn’t care. Maybe it was my turn to throw
caution to the wind and see what things were like watching the world through a woman like
Alina’s eyes.When I woke up the next morning it still felt like some fiction. But it became very real
once I received a phone call from Alina’s boss, the owner of the winery, a woman named Mattie
Lovejoy. Yes, it became very real after that.And before I knew it, my things were packed in my
small SUV and I was driving north to Traverse City.It was late afternoon when I pulled up the
paved driveway of Wild Love Winery & Farms. The area was absolutely stunning. I drove by a
vast vineyard of grape vines on one side of the driveway, while a barn and various pens for
animals adorned the other side. And it wasn’t difficult to miss the large mansion that was the
Wild Love Winery main house and tasting room. It gave off a rustic farmhouse feeling but was
immaculately appointed. There was obviously a lot of care, and a lot of money, put into this
place. In the late afternoon sun, this place looked like heaven. I could describe it no other way.
Angels sung.The parking lot for the tasting room held a good number of cars and as I pulled into
a spot, I saw groups of people coming from the house, laughing and smiling and talking. The
people looked well-to-do. They looked happy and healthy. It was like a postcard, it was like a
movie. I stepped out of my car and a woman said “hello” to me and offered a smile. I already felt
like I was fitting in.Wandering up to the door, I noticed there was a small storefront advertising
farm-made cheese and smoked fish and I salivated. A young couple that had just left the tasting
room made their way into this cheese shop and I envied them. But I knew that I would be eating
that cheese, snacking on smoked trout, indulging myself with a glass of wine, all of it would
come soon enough. And I smiled. I felt my smile. I felt undeniably happy.The inside of the tasting
room was wooded and warm, huge exposed beams, all very rustic log cabin styled but
beautifully ornate. The far wall to my left was made of glass and displayed a large vat used for
cheesemaking. The wall to the back of the tasting room was also glass and behind that there
were hundreds of barrels of wine. Soft jazz music played, barely perceptible, and there was a
calm din of people conversing as they tasted wine at the large counter in the middle of the room
or shopped along the perimeter.And then I saw her. Standing behind the counter, serving an old
married couple their flight of wine, delicately tanned with full brown hair, colored with the
slightest hints of natural auburn and sun-kissed streaks of blonde, was Alina. My heart raced as I
saw her, feeling how unbelievable it was to be standing in the same room with her after all this
time. She was dressed in a peasant-style blouse, light and airy, and tan khaki tight short shorts.
Alina was like a hippie goddess. You could just feel it emanate from her.Before seeing her I had
felt tired from my long drive. But once the light from Alina entered my eyes, I was reenergized. I
felt alive.Alina didn’t see me as I saddled up to the counter and placed the $5 tasting fee atop
the glazed wood. I hung there and waited, smiling, pushing a hand through my hair to fluff it up a
bit. I wanted to look as glamorous as she did. I wanted to convey that I was open and free and
easy and that we were going to have a lot of fun together. I mean, I didn’t know what I was doing.
But you’ve got to fake it until you make it sometimes, right? You just need to roll with it and let
providence be your guide.I saw Alina’s eyes light up once she saw me. Rushing over, she



ascended up some hidden step behind the counter and leaned over, wrapping her arms around
my neck and hugging me tight, almost burying me in her embrace. I admit that I was unable to
help myself from looking down the front of her blouse, which billowed open as she leaned,
offering me a view of her ampleness, covered only by a thin lacy purple bra, her chest lightly
freckled from the sun. An excited tingling moved through me.“Shan!” beamed Alina as she pulled
back from our hug and grinned wildly at me. “You made it.”“I’m here,” I said, offering a half-
embarrassed shrug.“I can’t believe this is actually happening,” said Alina. “It’s been 15 years.”
Alina had an easiness to her voice, something laid back and almost slurring, like she moved at
her own pace and that pace was deliberate and gradual.“Way too long,” I said. I reached out and
lightly took a strand of her hair, giving it a little flip. “Wow, Alina, you’re such a beautiful
sight.”“Thank you,” she said, her eyes fiery, almost dripping sex. “You look amazing, Shan, you’ve
always been so pretty.”“Oh stop,” I said, looking off. “C’mon.”“Let me get you a glass of wine,” said
Alina, pulling a clean glass from under the counter and taking up an already opened bottle. “And
take this back,” she said, pushing my $5 back at me.“Are you sure?” I said.“You work here now,”
said Alina. “The wine comes with the job.”I had a feeling I was going to really love working at Wild
Love Winery.“This is our 2013 Pinot Noir,” said Alina as she poured my glass much fuller than I
expected. “The grapes are grown right here. You’ll notice red berry flavors, complimented by an
elegant oak and a subtly earthy finish. It’s one of my favorites.”“Wow,” I said, picking the glass up
by the stem and looking into it. It wasn’t as thick as the red wine I was used to drinking. It was
much lighter. “This is a large pour.”“We’re celebrating,” said Alina with an impish grin. “Let me
know what you think.”I took a sip and tried to savor it, pretending like I knew what I was doing.
The truth was that while I loved to drink wine, I had a penchant for the cheap stuff and I had no
experience in “tasting” wine for whatever it was you were supposed to taste.“It’s good,” I said. “I
like it. I don’t drink the good stuff very often.”“Oh, it’s not very expensive,” said Alina, putting the
stopper back into the wine bottle. “It’s under $20.”“Really?” I said. “That’s not bad. The wine is
good!”“I’m glad you like it,” said Alina coolly, her full lips curling over and exposing her bright
teeth.The wine was good but it was made all the better by the presence of Alina. I could feel her
inside of me. It made me so excited. I was impatient to connect with her, to catch up and see
what happened during our 15 years apart, and to just gaze on her lovely face. She had the
faintest of laugh lines at the corners of her eyes and lips, but her skin was still quite youthful, skin
that colored nicely thanks to her Mexican heritage, a heritage you wouldn’t assume at first as her
other half was Irish. You might find her pale in the winter and deeply tan in the summer. That’s
what I remember, anyway.“You keep drinking that,” said Alina. “I’ve got to go help those people
over there.” She nodded to one side with her head, but her eyes stayed locked with mine.“No
problem,” I said. “Is Mattie around? Will I get to meet her soon?”“She’ll be around tomorrow,” said
Alina. “I’ll show you your room at the house tonight and you’ll meet with her in the morning to get
the run down.” Alina paused in her thought, crooked her head to one side and smiled at me. “Oh
Shan,” she continued. “It’s so amazing to see you after all these years. I hate that we lost
touch.”“We’re in touch now,” I said, mimicking her smile and then taking another sip.“We’re in



touch now,” Alina repeated wistfully.“Do your thing,” I said, grinning demurely and looking off. “I
think those people are getting impatient.”“Right!” she said with a small chuckle. “Don’t go
anywhere. We’re closing shortly.” Alina offered me one more smile before she scurried off to the
other side of the tasting counter to help some customers.I leaned on the counter, sipping my
wine, and watched Alina as she worked. It was so romantic, being at a fancy winery in
Michigan’s grape appellation. I couldn’t stop my flustering and heady thoughts of Alina’s beauty
and sheer sexiness as I witnessed her in her element. Admit it, you would lust after the pretty
woman behind the counter at the wine tasting room. That’s what they want you to do. It gets you
to drink a little more wine, lower your inhibitions, and probably spend more money. And I would
be that very woman soon enough. That gave me a tickle. I felt like I was reinventing myself.As
Alina leaned forward to help the customers make a decision, her finger pointing on the menu
and explaining a little something about each wine, I noticed her blouse pull up just a bit at the
back and reveal her gentle flesh, a sculpted dimple on either side of the small of her back just
above her rear. She was tanned down there, too, and I could see the slightest hint of light peach
fuzz. I took a big gulp of wine and steadied myself.I couldn’t believe how wild I was feeling in that
moment. It was a wonderful anticipation, an excited foreboding, that I hadn’t felt in some time.
My old life was beginning to melt away and I was really starting to give myself into my summer in
Traverse City with Alina and this amiable glass of wine.Later on that night after the tasting room
had closed and Alina had shown me to my room, the two of us sat across from one another in a
cozy lounge in the main house. We each sat on a small couch with a low coffee table between
us, an open bottle of red atop the table, wine glasses in our hands. The room was dark, red, and
robust, much like the wine, and I felt immensely comforted sitting there. It made me feel like my
old life was already gone, all the negatively gone with it, and I was living in some new free-for-all,
some sort of liberated paradise where time didn’t really matter all that much and the wine, of
course, flowed freely.My room was cozy, which is a nice way of saying it was small, but I hadn’t
brought too much stuff with me anyway. Most of my possessions were in boxes in a storage unit
back in Metro Detroit. I had really only brought two large duffel bags full of clothes, a bag of
shoes, my laptop, some light beauty accoutrements. I felt emancipated having so little. It was like
starting fresh. I had even jettisoned my marketing clients, telling them I was taking a summer job
and should return some time in the fall. Nobody minded as their businesses had all hit the
summer retail slump anyway.Alina sat cross-legged on the couch, wearing lightweight cotton
short shorts that really rode high up her thighs as well as a tank top. She was braless underneath
and it was quite apparent, her nice perky chest jutting out in its fullness. The thin fabric of her
tank left little to the imagination when it came to Alina’s nipples. This woman oozed sex, whether
she was aware of it or not, and I think it was just her natural state. She was firm and shapely and
wonderfully built. I don’t know if it was just my mind playing tricks on me, but I swore that I could
see up the leg hole of her shorts and make out an image of her soft brown fur underneath.“Are
we going to fuck?” I thought I heard Alina say. I suddenly broke from my lusty reverie and looked
up to her smiling face, her hands cradling her glass, wine sloshing around.“What?” I said with



surprise, very much confused.“Are we going to have fun?” she said, eyes glowing, not annoyed
at all at having to repeat her words. I obviously preferred what I heard the first time, but the
second was good as well.“Of course,” I said, returning her smile. “I still can’t believe that I’m
doing this. It’s so impetuous.”“It is!” affirmed Alina, grinning wildly. “I was so surprised when you
responded to my post. It was so not you.” She laughed.“I suppose you’re right,” I said. “I don’t
know what’s up with me. I just felt it, you know?”“I know.”“I just felt like something was calling out
to me, like the universe was trying to tell me something,” I said. I took a slow, thoughtful sip of
wine and ruminated. I was already feeling comfortable with Alina, just like we had been all those
years back, and I wasn’t shy about opening up to her. “I just recently got out of a
relationship.”“Oh Shan,” said Alina, her eyes going empathetic. “I’m sorry to hear that.”“It’s okay,” I
mused. “She didn’t think I was serious enough,” I went on. “You know, about life, about career,
that sort of thing. She was a real career woman, climbing the corporate latter.”“Ugh,” said Alina,
shaking her head. “It was good you got out of that. If someone can’t accept you for walking your
own path, they’re just not a person you want to be involved in.”“Yeah?” I said. “Well, it still hurt at
the time.”“I understand,” cooed Alina.“It’s tough thinking you’re about to hit 40 and life isn’t quite
working out the way you thought it would,” I said, immediately regretting saying it. “I’m sorry. I
don’t mean to whine.”“No, it’s fine,” said Alina with a warm little drunken smile on her lips. “I’m
glad we can talk like this. And seriously, don’t worry about what your life looks like on the outside.
You’ll find your path. Your path brought you here to the winery and this place is great. Your ex can
slave away in her corporate office while we chill out in Traverse City, sip wine, and lay out on the
beach.”“When you put it that way…” I said, trying to stifle a grin.“Right?”“What about you?” I
asked. “From the looks of Facebook, your life seems pretty magical.”“It is,” she said, ending in a
laugh. “I’ve spent the last 3 summers working here at Wild Love and my winters in San Diego
surfing.”“You still surf?” I asked incredulously. “You’re 40 years old, Alina.”“So?” she said,
shrugging, her wine glass to her lips. After a swallow and a small sigh, she went on. “It helps me
keep in shape and I just love it so much.”“How do you do it?” I asked.“Surf?” she said. “Well, it’s a
little strange at first but I could teach you.”“No,” I countered. “How do you live this wild life of
doing whatever you please. It seems so… impossible.” This gave Alina a laugh. As she pondered
my question, she rocked back and forth where she sat, reaching down between her legs
absently to pick out her wedgie. I swore I could see up her shorts that time.“Well, I guess it’s not
that hard,” she said. “You just have to give up certain comforts. I don’t really own much, really just
what can fit in my car, and I don’t have roots anywhere. I find jobs like this one,” said Alina,
looking around the gorgeous sitting room. “Jobs that also give me lodging. That’s what I do in
San Diego. I work for a hotel. I really do love it,” she said wistfully. “But it can get lonely, especially
as I get older and most everybody I know is settled down into something more proper.”“Huh,” I
said. “That makes sense. I guess I never thought about it like that. So it’s not all wine and surfing
after all.”“No, it’s that,” she said with a giggle. “But it’s a trade off. I’m happy to make that trade for
now. If things change, things change. But I’m happy.” She hoisted her glass up in the air and I
followed her lead, the two of us cheers-ing without clinking glasses.“I guess that’s all that



matters,” I said, now sipping again, coming up on empty in my glass. I replaced my glass on the
table and as though it were second nature, Alina began filling me back up.“It is,” she mused
absently as she refilled her glass as well.“You know, I’m sitting over here questioning your life like
you’re just some hippie-dippy wanderlust,” I posited. “But I’m the one that’s lost. I mean, I thought
I had it together but I really don’t.”“Why do you say that?” asked Alina.“My girlfriend dumped me
because I wasn’t a serious enough adult for her,” I admitted. “I didn’t have a real job, as defined
by her, I wasn’t really interested in taking on a huge mortgage for a huge house. I don’t know.
And it would only solidify her decision if she found out I’d dropped everything in my life to drive
up to Traverse City on a whim and work at a winery with an old college friend.”I caught Alina just
looking at me with her buzzed eyes, a comfortable smile on her face, her body relaxed as she
sat cross-legged, her unsupported breasts hanging solidly behind her tank top. Alina’s brown
hair drifted over her shoulders haphazardly, looking almost messily windblown but perfectly so,
like it had been constructed as such by a team of stylists. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine making
me warm inside or if it was her.“Forget her,” said Alina matter-of-factly. “That part of your life is
over. This is a new page for you. And I think you’re going to love it up here in Traverse. We’re
gonna go to the beach, hike the dunes, go see the lighthouses, all of it. We’re going to work hard
here at the winery, but we’re going to play hard too.”I remembered what it was like being with
Alina. Her attitude was infectious. Sure, she could be a little bit spacey at times but being with
her always felt freeing. I remembered one time, back in college, when Alina and I took an
impromptu road trip to Chicago to see her art teacher’s gallery opening. She told me about it the
day of, a Sunday morning, and we drove there and back in the same day because we didn’t
have the money for a hotel. I never would have done something like that if it weren’t for Alina.
She had a tendency to pack a lot into a day, so much sometimes that it was impossible to do it
all, but she always tried anyway. She made you want to have more fun because she made it look
so easy.“I’m looking forward to it,” I said happily, finally easing into the comfort that Alina exuded.
There was no going back now. I was now living in Traverse City, preparing myself for the wild
times I knew would ensue with Alina by my side.Once we’d finished the bottle of wine, we jointly
decided it was time to turn in. I knew I had a big day ahead of me. I was to meet Mattie Lovejoy
and get the lay of the land. I was so excited about this new venture, I was almost worried I
wouldn’t be able to sleep. But I knew that the wine would help with that.Alina walked me to my
room, which was just down the hallway from her own room. There were other people living on a
hall, Alina had told me, transient workers just like her who survived off of seasonal jobs across
the country. I wondered if I could live that life, if bouncing around without roots could be
something I might thrive on. But at that point, I really had no idea what was even in store for me
at the winery, so I’d have to leave that pondering for another night.“Mmm,” hummed Alina as she
sensually slipped her arms around my waist, me tossing my arms over her shoulders, the two of
us coming in for a loving embrace. I felt Alina’s lower half wiggle softly and when I looked down
over her shoulder I saw her bum shifting side to side. “Goodnight, love,” she said. I could tell that
Alina was happily wine drunk, a state I was sure I’d see her in quite often.“Goodnight Alina,” I



whispered softly, feeling a subtle ache in my middle. I didn’t want the night to end. I wanted to
continue hugging her into the bedroom.“I’m really happy we’re back together,” said Alina as she
stepped back from me, her hands still tenderly resting on my hips. “This is going to be a great
summer.”Her green eyes hosted a wonderful flame as we looked at one another. I felt compelled
to kiss her, a stinging inside of me urging to leap forward, but I held back. This woman
percolated with turbulent lust, like she just couldn’t turn off the spigot, but I had to play it cool just
in case, you know, her wanton expressions belied her actual intensions. It was hard to deny
myself that and it made me feel like I was in college again, uncertain, unable to read other
women, still experimenting with who I was.“Me too,” I intoned softly, my eyes going back and
forth from her eyes to her lips.“Goodnight,” she whispered, leaning in and placing a soft kiss on
my cheek. I was stunned. I stood there dumbfounded, inebriated, riled up with desire. Before I
knew it, though, we had parted ways and I was alone in my new bedroom, the light low, getting
undressed, crawling into bed, feeling so sexually stifled but so excited by possibility that I just
couldn’t keep it inside.With the lights out, buried under the sheets of my bed, I massaged myself
over thoughts of Alina until I came hard, legs kicking, thighs clenched, eyes tight, whimpering
little sighs as the electricity moved through me. What a way to end my first night of this
unbelievable new experience. I went to sleep with a grin.I followed alongside Mattie as she lead
me out to the vineyard I had seen when I drove up to the winery the night before. Mattie was an
older woman, probably somewhere in her mid-60s, and she had an air of wealth about her. Her
hair was grey and shoulder length, straightened and thick, black modern wire frames over her
eyes, dressed “casually” like a farmer might dress in jeans, knee-high riding boots, and a plaid
button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. But her outfit looked like it ran her north of a
thousand dollars to put it together. Either the wine business had been kind to her or she already
had it made before she started this whole thing.“I don’t know if you’re aware, dear,” said Mattie
as we walked. “But Traverse City is on the 45th parallel, the very same position on the Earth as
some of the more famous wine regions in France and Italy. Our vines are young, comparatively,
but we do make very fine wine. Pay no attention to the snobs,” she said, wagging a finger. “I
apologize that we don’t have vines dating back thousands of years,” said Mattie
sarcastically.“What kind of grapes are these?” I asked timidly as I looked off into the vast
vineyard field.“These are riesling,” Mattie said sternly.“Oh, I like riesling,” I agreed.“Riesling is the
most popular grape in the region,” said Mattie. She was educating me, obviously, as she gave
me the tour. “I think you’ll find, as you visit the other wineries in the area, that we produce the
best.”OneOneOneOneThis is not how I thought my life would go when I was younger. Never did I
dream that I would approach my 40th birthday as a single woman. Not that there should be
anything wrong with that, of course, but I really thought I’d be married by now. Perhaps even
have a child. A nice house, maybe a quaint split level in some sleepy suburb, working through a
career in marketing, a loving woman at my side, passion still roaring in our relationship as a little
son or daughter ran through the house barefoot with peanut butter and jelly smeared all over
their face.Absolutely none of that happened for me. Although I had been in plenty of long-term



relationships over the past two decades, none of them seemed to pan out. And the most recent
one, the one I thought was going to make it, the one with my beautiful now-ex Deirdre, could be
added to the fizzled out, “well, that didn’t work” list of failures. Deirdre was about 5 years younger
than me, a serious professional mortgage banker with a lacking sense of humor but possessing
a tight body from her gym obsession, a type-A if ever there was one. She brought it to my
attention that I just wasn’t doing it for her. Sure, things were all right in the bedroom, if not
becoming a bit infrequent. But she didn’t think I was serious enough about my career, about
building some joint life, and she needed to find someone more like herself.I can see that. I wasn’t
like her at all. I was much more laid back, especially with my career. I had transitioned from
working marketing at a dying newspaper, to doing social media marketing for a small Detroit
firm, to breaking off on my own to start a boutique social media marketing agency, all the while
not really caring about the money or the stability. I mean, anyone who’s going to break off and
start their own business, take risks, well, sometimes they have to look those scary bills in the
face and say, “you can wait another two weeks.”Not for Deirdre. She had enough of that
mentality. I tried to protest. I’m not a flake. I’m not irresponsible. I was just trying to be an
entrepreneur. I was trying to carve my own way. But Deirdre was cut from a different cloth. She
was comfortable in the corporate atmosphere, feeling safe and stable at her fancy desk in a nice
modern office. And there’s no way she would have gone for that quaint split level. Deirdre wanted
a mansion in Bloomfield Hills.Suffice it say I found myself single again, out on my own,
wondering where the hell I was going to go next. The condo we had been living in belonged to
Deirdre, of course, so I had to find a new place to live. My agency wasn’t doing too hot either. I
mean, I had a handful of clients but they weren’t big spenders. They were all small business
themselves. Like this handmade soap company trying to figure out how to leverage Facebook to
get their name out. Handmade soap may sell, but it doesn’t earn you a lot of money. And these
types of clients earned me even less.I’ve got to tell you, I was floundering. Almost 40, my
business feeling as though it were sinking, dumped by my girlfriend and out on my ass. I kept it
together, I didn’t cry too much, but I knew that I needed a change. I needed to get out of
southeast Michigan, get out of the Detroit area and just get a different perspective on things. I
needed an adventure.One night while cruising Facebook, trying to do my job of placing ads for
the aforementioned soap company, I found myself instead photo-gazing on the seemingly
fabulous lives of some of my more adventurous “friends.” I use that term loosely, of course,
because these are really just old acquaintances who played some role in our past lives. You
know the people. Like that woman who always seems to be traveling, taking selfies and looking
wonderful at all the various “must see” tourist attractions around the globe. As I sorted through all
these pictures dominating my feed, I landed on one picture in particular that caught me
unaware.It was a picture of my old friend Alina Quint. We had gone to college together and
remained friends for a few years after. However, sometimes life gets in the way and we drifted
apart. She was always more free-spirited than me. Alina did a lot of stuff I had never been willing
to do. She moved to Hawaii for a couple years to follow her dream of learning to surf. She



backpacked through Ecuador. She lived in Thailand on the cheap while getting certified as a
yoga instructor. And she was absolutely gorgeous. I mean, of course she was. Aren’t they
always?As I sipped from my wine glass, I lurked on Alina’s profile and wandered through her
photo albums. She had done so much in her life and it made me feel like I had done so little. How
do you reach 40 and have nothing to show for it? Alina, at my same age, had lived the life of a
wanderlust, was in great shape, had a nice tan, perfect white teeth behind such a joyous smile. It
was like nothing ever bothered her. I knew that usually these pictures on Facebook were curated
by those they belonged to. People only want to show the best parts of their life and bury the bad.
But Alina seemed different. These pictures didn’t appear curated. It was just a photo stream of
magic and fun and happiness.I remembered how much fun I had hanging out with Alina when
we were young. She was always a pleasure, always looking to get into a little bit of trouble,
always looking for a good time. And one time, after a few too many gin and tonics (our shared
drink at the time), we ended up in bed together for a wild night. I couldn’t believe it. I was always
so infatuated with her, even though we were just friends on the surface. Alina was one of these
“free love” chicks and although we could both admit we had a blast fooling around, nothing ever
came from it. I think it was after that we slowly went our separate ways in life.But sitting there on
the couch of my friend Mary’s apartment, laptop on my thighs, wine glass in my hand, starring
down into the bright blue screen, I felt a roar of emotion build up in me as I looked upon Alina’s
beautiful face. She was so happy and bright and she had a feeling I longed to feel inside of
myself.Clicking my way back to Alina’s profile main page, I noticed that she had just submitted a
new post only a minute or two prior. I read it with wide eyes.“Does anybody want to work with
me?” it said. “The winery I work at in Traverse City has an opening in the tasting room and we
need someone for the busy season right away!”I didn’t even think about it too hard. My
subconscious must have just been aware of how much a mess my life had become and how I
longed for something different. Before I could stop myself, my fingers quickly typed a response
to Alina’s post into the computer with those familiar clacking sounds of the keyboard.“Me!” I
wrote. “I want to do that!”After I submitted my affirmation, I felt my stomach sink. Did I really just
throw my hat in the ring for a job all the way across the state, way up north, a job that probably
didn’t pay much more than minimum wage, because of some weird fiery passion in my heart for
an old friend?Yeah, I did that.“Shannon Laughlin!” was the exclamation that appeared in the text
messenger box at the corner of my screen. It was from Alina. All of this was happening so fast.
“How are you?!”“Great!” I typed. I didn’t feel so great, of course, but you know you always say
that when you reconnect with someone you haven’t talked to in years. “How are you? Having a
blast as always?”“Always,” Alina wrote. “Are you serious about wanting to work at the
winery?”This question gave me pause. I didn’t really know. I did know that I couldn’t stay on my
friend Mary’s couch much longer. She was sweet about it, of course, but she had a small place
and I was beginning to overstay my welcome. And it probably bugged her that I always stayed up
later than her working on my computer. Though, honestly, I hadn’t had much work for my
marketing clients as the summer got into full swing. It was just a lot of screwing around. I was



lonely, had time on my hands, and was eager for some change.“Yes!” I responded after a
moment to Alina, imagining what it might be like to see her again. From her pictures, she hadn’t
changed all that much. Of course she had aged in the 15 years since I last saw her, but quite
gracefully if I’m being truthful. She was still a knockout at 40. I think that’s what happens when
you free yourself from worry and just go with the flow. It shows in your face.“OMG!” she wrote,
punctuating the acronym with a mess of excited emojis. “YES! I’m so excited, Shan. I’ll talk to my
boss if you’re really serious. When can you come up here?”I felt like I was almost having an out
of body experience. The whole thing was moving a lot faster than I could accurately process. I
was moments away from agreeing to do something crazy, go some place I’d never gone before,
do something just a handful of minutes ago I never even considered. But there was something
inside of me saying, “do it… do it!”“Whenever,” I responded. “I’m open to whatever.”After that,
Alina began to furiously type into the messenger window, telling me about the winery, how
amazing Traverse City was, how fun it was to actually live at the winery on the Leelanau
Peninsula. She mentioned Sleeping Bear and the amazing dunes. And she told me how excited
she was to see my face again after all these years.It was like a crazy dream. As I was living it, I
half thought it might be a dream. Somehow the carnal desire I felt for my old friend persuaded
me to do something that was totally not my kind of thing to do. But it was like my body knew
exactly what I needed. My brain had been driving for too long and maybe it was time for my heart
to take the wheel. I didn’t know what might happen to me if I moved to Traverse City for the
summer and early fall for tourist season, but I almost didn’t care. Maybe it was my turn to throw
caution to the wind and see what things were like watching the world through a woman like
Alina’s eyes.When I woke up the next morning it still felt like some fiction. But it became very real
once I received a phone call from Alina’s boss, the owner of the winery, a woman named Mattie
Lovejoy. Yes, it became very real after that.And before I knew it, my things were packed in my
small SUV and I was driving north to Traverse City.It was late afternoon when I pulled up the
paved driveway of Wild Love Winery & Farms. The area was absolutely stunning. I drove by a
vast vineyard of grape vines on one side of the driveway, while a barn and various pens for
animals adorned the other side. And it wasn’t difficult to miss the large mansion that was the
Wild Love Winery main house and tasting room. It gave off a rustic farmhouse feeling but was
immaculately appointed. There was obviously a lot of care, and a lot of money, put into this
place. In the late afternoon sun, this place looked like heaven. I could describe it no other way.
Angels sung.The parking lot for the tasting room held a good number of cars and as I pulled into
a spot, I saw groups of people coming from the house, laughing and smiling and talking. The
people looked well-to-do. They looked happy and healthy. It was like a postcard, it was like a
movie. I stepped out of my car and a woman said “hello” to me and offered a smile. I already felt
like I was fitting in.Wandering up to the door, I noticed there was a small storefront advertising
farm-made cheese and smoked fish and I salivated. A young couple that had just left the tasting
room made their way into this cheese shop and I envied them. But I knew that I would be eating
that cheese, snacking on smoked trout, indulging myself with a glass of wine, all of it would



come soon enough. And I smiled. I felt my smile. I felt undeniably happy.The inside of the tasting
room was wooded and warm, huge exposed beams, all very rustic log cabin styled but
beautifully ornate. The far wall to my left was made of glass and displayed a large vat used for
cheesemaking. The wall to the back of the tasting room was also glass and behind that there
were hundreds of barrels of wine. Soft jazz music played, barely perceptible, and there was a
calm din of people conversing as they tasted wine at the large counter in the middle of the room
or shopped along the perimeter.And then I saw her. Standing behind the counter, serving an old
married couple their flight of wine, delicately tanned with full brown hair, colored with the
slightest hints of natural auburn and sun-kissed streaks of blonde, was Alina. My heart raced as I
saw her, feeling how unbelievable it was to be standing in the same room with her after all this
time. She was dressed in a peasant-style blouse, light and airy, and tan khaki tight short shorts.
Alina was like a hippie goddess. You could just feel it emanate from her.Before seeing her I had
felt tired from my long drive. But once the light from Alina entered my eyes, I was reenergized. I
felt alive.Alina didn’t see me as I saddled up to the counter and placed the $5 tasting fee atop
the glazed wood. I hung there and waited, smiling, pushing a hand through my hair to fluff it up a
bit. I wanted to look as glamorous as she did. I wanted to convey that I was open and free and
easy and that we were going to have a lot of fun together. I mean, I didn’t know what I was doing.
But you’ve got to fake it until you make it sometimes, right? You just need to roll with it and let
providence be your guide.I saw Alina’s eyes light up once she saw me. Rushing over, she
ascended up some hidden step behind the counter and leaned over, wrapping her arms around
my neck and hugging me tight, almost burying me in her embrace. I admit that I was unable to
help myself from looking down the front of her blouse, which billowed open as she leaned,
offering me a view of her ampleness, covered only by a thin lacy purple bra, her chest lightly
freckled from the sun. An excited tingling moved through me.“Shan!” beamed Alina as she pulled
back from our hug and grinned wildly at me. “You made it.”“I’m here,” I said, offering a half-
embarrassed shrug.“I can’t believe this is actually happening,” said Alina. “It’s been 15 years.”
Alina had an easiness to her voice, something laid back and almost slurring, like she moved at
her own pace and that pace was deliberate and gradual.“Way too long,” I said. I reached out and
lightly took a strand of her hair, giving it a little flip. “Wow, Alina, you’re such a beautiful
sight.”“Thank you,” she said, her eyes fiery, almost dripping sex. “You look amazing, Shan, you’ve
always been so pretty.”“Oh stop,” I said, looking off. “C’mon.”“Let me get you a glass of wine,” said
Alina, pulling a clean glass from under the counter and taking up an already opened bottle. “And
take this back,” she said, pushing my $5 back at me.“Are you sure?” I said.“You work here now,”
said Alina. “The wine comes with the job.”I had a feeling I was going to really love working at Wild
Love Winery.“This is our 2013 Pinot Noir,” said Alina as she poured my glass much fuller than I
expected. “The grapes are grown right here. You’ll notice red berry flavors, complimented by an
elegant oak and a subtly earthy finish. It’s one of my favorites.”“Wow,” I said, picking the glass up
by the stem and looking into it. It wasn’t as thick as the red wine I was used to drinking. It was
much lighter. “This is a large pour.”“We’re celebrating,” said Alina with an impish grin. “Let me



know what you think.”I took a sip and tried to savor it, pretending like I knew what I was doing.
The truth was that while I loved to drink wine, I had a penchant for the cheap stuff and I had no
experience in “tasting” wine for whatever it was you were supposed to taste.“It’s good,” I said. “I
like it. I don’t drink the good stuff very often.”“Oh, it’s not very expensive,” said Alina, putting the
stopper back into the wine bottle. “It’s under $20.”“Really?” I said. “That’s not bad. The wine is
good!”“I’m glad you like it,” said Alina coolly, her full lips curling over and exposing her bright
teeth.The wine was good but it was made all the better by the presence of Alina. I could feel her
inside of me. It made me so excited. I was impatient to connect with her, to catch up and see
what happened during our 15 years apart, and to just gaze on her lovely face. She had the
faintest of laugh lines at the corners of her eyes and lips, but her skin was still quite youthful, skin
that colored nicely thanks to her Mexican heritage, a heritage you wouldn’t assume at first as her
other half was Irish. You might find her pale in the winter and deeply tan in the summer. That’s
what I remember, anyway.“You keep drinking that,” said Alina. “I’ve got to go help those people
over there.” She nodded to one side with her head, but her eyes stayed locked with mine.“No
problem,” I said. “Is Mattie around? Will I get to meet her soon?”“She’ll be around tomorrow,” said
Alina. “I’ll show you your room at the house tonight and you’ll meet with her in the morning to get
the run down.” Alina paused in her thought, crooked her head to one side and smiled at me. “Oh
Shan,” she continued. “It’s so amazing to see you after all these years. I hate that we lost
touch.”“We’re in touch now,” I said, mimicking her smile and then taking another sip.“We’re in
touch now,” Alina repeated wistfully.“Do your thing,” I said, grinning demurely and looking off. “I
think those people are getting impatient.”“Right!” she said with a small chuckle. “Don’t go
anywhere. We’re closing shortly.” Alina offered me one more smile before she scurried off to the
other side of the tasting counter to help some customers.I leaned on the counter, sipping my
wine, and watched Alina as she worked. It was so romantic, being at a fancy winery in
Michigan’s grape appellation. I couldn’t stop my flustering and heady thoughts of Alina’s beauty
and sheer sexiness as I witnessed her in her element. Admit it, you would lust after the pretty
woman behind the counter at the wine tasting room. That’s what they want you to do. It gets you
to drink a little more wine, lower your inhibitions, and probably spend more money. And I would
be that very woman soon enough. That gave me a tickle. I felt like I was reinventing myself.As
Alina leaned forward to help the customers make a decision, her finger pointing on the menu
and explaining a little something about each wine, I noticed her blouse pull up just a bit at the
back and reveal her gentle flesh, a sculpted dimple on either side of the small of her back just
above her rear. She was tanned down there, too, and I could see the slightest hint of light peach
fuzz. I took a big gulp of wine and steadied myself.I couldn’t believe how wild I was feeling in that
moment. It was a wonderful anticipation, an excited foreboding, that I hadn’t felt in some time.
My old life was beginning to melt away and I was really starting to give myself into my summer in
Traverse City with Alina and this amiable glass of wine.Later on that night after the tasting room
had closed and Alina had shown me to my room, the two of us sat across from one another in a
cozy lounge in the main house. We each sat on a small couch with a low coffee table between



us, an open bottle of red atop the table, wine glasses in our hands. The room was dark, red, and
robust, much like the wine, and I felt immensely comforted sitting there. It made me feel like my
old life was already gone, all the negatively gone with it, and I was living in some new free-for-all,
some sort of liberated paradise where time didn’t really matter all that much and the wine, of
course, flowed freely.My room was cozy, which is a nice way of saying it was small, but I hadn’t
brought too much stuff with me anyway. Most of my possessions were in boxes in a storage unit
back in Metro Detroit. I had really only brought two large duffel bags full of clothes, a bag of
shoes, my laptop, some light beauty accoutrements. I felt emancipated having so little. It was like
starting fresh. I had even jettisoned my marketing clients, telling them I was taking a summer job
and should return some time in the fall. Nobody minded as their businesses had all hit the
summer retail slump anyway.Alina sat cross-legged on the couch, wearing lightweight cotton
short shorts that really rode high up her thighs as well as a tank top. She was braless underneath
and it was quite apparent, her nice perky chest jutting out in its fullness. The thin fabric of her
tank left little to the imagination when it came to Alina’s nipples. This woman oozed sex, whether
she was aware of it or not, and I think it was just her natural state. She was firm and shapely and
wonderfully built. I don’t know if it was just my mind playing tricks on me, but I swore that I could
see up the leg hole of her shorts and make out an image of her soft brown fur underneath.“Are
we going to fuck?” I thought I heard Alina say. I suddenly broke from my lusty reverie and looked
up to her smiling face, her hands cradling her glass, wine sloshing around.“What?” I said with
surprise, very much confused.“Are we going to have fun?” she said, eyes glowing, not annoyed
at all at having to repeat her words. I obviously preferred what I heard the first time, but the
second was good as well.“Of course,” I said, returning her smile. “I still can’t believe that I’m
doing this. It’s so impetuous.”“It is!” affirmed Alina, grinning wildly. “I was so surprised when you
responded to my post. It was so not you.” She laughed.“I suppose you’re right,” I said. “I don’t
know what’s up with me. I just felt it, you know?”“I know.”“I just felt like something was calling out
to me, like the universe was trying to tell me something,” I said. I took a slow, thoughtful sip of
wine and ruminated. I was already feeling comfortable with Alina, just like we had been all those
years back, and I wasn’t shy about opening up to her. “I just recently got out of a
relationship.”“Oh Shan,” said Alina, her eyes going empathetic. “I’m sorry to hear that.”“It’s okay,” I
mused. “She didn’t think I was serious enough,” I went on. “You know, about life, about career,
that sort of thing. She was a real career woman, climbing the corporate latter.”“Ugh,” said Alina,
shaking her head. “It was good you got out of that. If someone can’t accept you for walking your
own path, they’re just not a person you want to be involved in.”“Yeah?” I said. “Well, it still hurt at
the time.”“I understand,” cooed Alina.“It’s tough thinking you’re about to hit 40 and life isn’t quite
working out the way you thought it would,” I said, immediately regretting saying it. “I’m sorry. I
don’t mean to whine.”“No, it’s fine,” said Alina with a warm little drunken smile on her lips. “I’m
glad we can talk like this. And seriously, don’t worry about what your life looks like on the outside.
You’ll find your path. Your path brought you here to the winery and this place is great. Your ex can
slave away in her corporate office while we chill out in Traverse City, sip wine, and lay out on the



beach.”“When you put it that way…” I said, trying to stifle a grin.“Right?”“What about you?” I
asked. “From the looks of Facebook, your life seems pretty magical.”“It is,” she said, ending in a
laugh. “I’ve spent the last 3 summers working here at Wild Love and my winters in San Diego
surfing.”“You still surf?” I asked incredulously. “You’re 40 years old, Alina.”“So?” she said,
shrugging, her wine glass to her lips. After a swallow and a small sigh, she went on. “It helps me
keep in shape and I just love it so much.”“How do you do it?” I asked.“Surf?” she said. “Well, it’s a
little strange at first but I could teach you.”“No,” I countered. “How do you live this wild life of
doing whatever you please. It seems so… impossible.” This gave Alina a laugh. As she pondered
my question, she rocked back and forth where she sat, reaching down between her legs
absently to pick out her wedgie. I swore I could see up her shorts that time.“Well, I guess it’s not
that hard,” she said. “You just have to give up certain comforts. I don’t really own much, really just
what can fit in my car, and I don’t have roots anywhere. I find jobs like this one,” said Alina,
looking around the gorgeous sitting room. “Jobs that also give me lodging. That’s what I do in
San Diego. I work for a hotel. I really do love it,” she said wistfully. “But it can get lonely, especially
as I get older and most everybody I know is settled down into something more proper.”“Huh,” I
said. “That makes sense. I guess I never thought about it like that. So it’s not all wine and surfing
after all.”“No, it’s that,” she said with a giggle. “But it’s a trade off. I’m happy to make that trade for
now. If things change, things change. But I’m happy.” She hoisted her glass up in the air and I
followed her lead, the two of us cheers-ing without clinking glasses.“I guess that’s all that
matters,” I said, now sipping again, coming up on empty in my glass. I replaced my glass on the
table and as though it were second nature, Alina began filling me back up.“It is,” she mused
absently as she refilled her glass as well.“You know, I’m sitting over here questioning your life like
you’re just some hippie-dippy wanderlust,” I posited. “But I’m the one that’s lost. I mean, I thought
I had it together but I really don’t.”“Why do you say that?” asked Alina.“My girlfriend dumped me
because I wasn’t a serious enough adult for her,” I admitted. “I didn’t have a real job, as defined
by her, I wasn’t really interested in taking on a huge mortgage for a huge house. I don’t know.
And it would only solidify her decision if she found out I’d dropped everything in my life to drive
up to Traverse City on a whim and work at a winery with an old college friend.”I caught Alina just
looking at me with her buzzed eyes, a comfortable smile on her face, her body relaxed as she
sat cross-legged, her unsupported breasts hanging solidly behind her tank top. Alina’s brown
hair drifted over her shoulders haphazardly, looking almost messily windblown but perfectly so,
like it had been constructed as such by a team of stylists. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine making
me warm inside or if it was her.“Forget her,” said Alina matter-of-factly. “That part of your life is
over. This is a new page for you. And I think you’re going to love it up here in Traverse. We’re
gonna go to the beach, hike the dunes, go see the lighthouses, all of it. We’re going to work hard
here at the winery, but we’re going to play hard too.”I remembered what it was like being with
Alina. Her attitude was infectious. Sure, she could be a little bit spacey at times but being with
her always felt freeing. I remembered one time, back in college, when Alina and I took an
impromptu road trip to Chicago to see her art teacher’s gallery opening. She told me about it the



day of, a Sunday morning, and we drove there and back in the same day because we didn’t
have the money for a hotel. I never would have done something like that if it weren’t for Alina.
She had a tendency to pack a lot into a day, so much sometimes that it was impossible to do it
all, but she always tried anyway. She made you want to have more fun because she made it look
so easy.“I’m looking forward to it,” I said happily, finally easing into the comfort that Alina exuded.
There was no going back now. I was now living in Traverse City, preparing myself for the wild
times I knew would ensue with Alina by my side.Once we’d finished the bottle of wine, we jointly
decided it was time to turn in. I knew I had a big day ahead of me. I was to meet Mattie Lovejoy
and get the lay of the land. I was so excited about this new venture, I was almost worried I
wouldn’t be able to sleep. But I knew that the wine would help with that.Alina walked me to my
room, which was just down the hallway from her own room. There were other people living on a
hall, Alina had told me, transient workers just like her who survived off of seasonal jobs across
the country. I wondered if I could live that life, if bouncing around without roots could be
something I might thrive on. But at that point, I really had no idea what was even in store for me
at the winery, so I’d have to leave that pondering for another night.“Mmm,” hummed Alina as she
sensually slipped her arms around my waist, me tossing my arms over her shoulders, the two of
us coming in for a loving embrace. I felt Alina’s lower half wiggle softly and when I looked down
over her shoulder I saw her bum shifting side to side. “Goodnight, love,” she said. I could tell that
Alina was happily wine drunk, a state I was sure I’d see her in quite often.“Goodnight Alina,” I
whispered softly, feeling a subtle ache in my middle. I didn’t want the night to end. I wanted to
continue hugging her into the bedroom.“I’m really happy we’re back together,” said Alina as she
stepped back from me, her hands still tenderly resting on my hips. “This is going to be a great
summer.”Her green eyes hosted a wonderful flame as we looked at one another. I felt compelled
to kiss her, a stinging inside of me urging to leap forward, but I held back. This woman
percolated with turbulent lust, like she just couldn’t turn off the spigot, but I had to play it cool just
in case, you know, her wanton expressions belied her actual intensions. It was hard to deny
myself that and it made me feel like I was in college again, uncertain, unable to read other
women, still experimenting with who I was.“Me too,” I intoned softly, my eyes going back and
forth from her eyes to her lips.“Goodnight,” she whispered, leaning in and placing a soft kiss on
my cheek. I was stunned. I stood there dumbfounded, inebriated, riled up with desire. Before I
knew it, though, we had parted ways and I was alone in my new bedroom, the light low, getting
undressed, crawling into bed, feeling so sexually stifled but so excited by possibility that I just
couldn’t keep it inside.With the lights out, buried under the sheets of my bed, I massaged myself
over thoughts of Alina until I came hard, legs kicking, thighs clenched, eyes tight, whimpering
little sighs as the electricity moved through me. What a way to end my first night of this
unbelievable new experience. I went to sleep with a grin.I followed alongside Mattie as she lead
me out to the vineyard I had seen when I drove up to the winery the night before. Mattie was an
older woman, probably somewhere in her mid-60s, and she had an air of wealth about her. Her
hair was grey and shoulder length, straightened and thick, black modern wire frames over her



eyes, dressed “casually” like a farmer might dress in jeans, knee-high riding boots, and a plaid
button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. But her outfit looked like it ran her north of a
thousand dollars to put it together. Either the wine business had been kind to her or she already
had it made before she started this whole thing.“I don’t know if you’re aware, dear,” said Mattie
as we walked. “But Traverse City is on the 45th parallel, the very same position on the Earth as
some of the more famous wine regions in France and Italy. Our vines are young, comparatively,
but we do make very fine wine. Pay no attention to the snobs,” she said, wagging a finger. “I
apologize that we don’t have vines dating back thousands of years,” said Mattie
sarcastically.“What kind of grapes are these?” I asked timidly as I looked off into the vast
vineyard field.“These are riesling,” Mattie said sternly.“Oh, I like riesling,” I agreed.“Riesling is the
most popular grape in the region,” said Mattie. She was educating me, obviously, as she gave
me the tour. “I think you’ll find, as you visit the other wineries in the area, that we produce the
best.”
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